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The Bleeding Man 
Bv: R ACHEL R EYES 
Staring at the frozen December snowscape outside my bedroom window, 
I trace spirals on the frosted glass with my fingernail. Shadows bleed slowly 
across the walls like spilled ink as I sit cross-legged on my bed, talking to David 
on the phone. 
"What day is it?" David says to me, his voice small and far away. On his 
side of the line, I hear a creaking mattress, and I picture him barefoot on his bed 
in flannel pajamas. "Wednesday?" 
I reach for my sketchbook on my nightstand and open it to a new page, 
glancing at the clock. "Thursday. No, wait, it's Friday now - two a.m." I pick up my 
pencil and idly sketch a few snowflakes. I yawn. "We've been on the phone for two 
hours. We should really go to sleep." David scoffs. "Why? Because it's a school night?" 
"Well, yeah. It's pretty late." 
But besides that, I was sensing a certain tension throughout our 
conversation that had become all too familiar in the past few months. It was a 
strange disconnect between us - lately, the silences in our conversations had 
been growing longer, more impatient. Our frequent late-night phone calls now 
felt like stale habit. It sounds bad, but I want to hang up just so that I don't have 
to deal with this awkward rift between us. 
But I try to brush those thoughts away. There's nothing wrong with us, I 
tell myself. "It's late," I repeat. "I don't want to disturb my parents." 
"It's two a.m. - I guarantee your parents are dead asleep right now," says 
David. "They're not going to hear you, if you're quiet enough." A pause. Then, his 
voice goes flat. "They probably don't even care." 
There's something dark and shriveled about that sudden low whisper. 
I drop my sketchbook on my bed. There's no way I'm hanging up now. 
"Something's ... going on." I tread carefully, like I'm trying to walk through a forest 
of dead leaves without making a sound. David's hiding something from me - he 
has been doing so a lot lately - I can feel it. "Is ... everything okay?" 
"Nothing's going on. I'm fme," he snaps. A sigh. "Everything's going to 
be fme." 
"Are you sure?" I plead, my voice rising an octave. "You don't sound 
like it." 
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"I told you. Everything's going to be fi.ne ." 
My mind leaps back to last July. David was acting just like this ... 
Suddenly, I know exactly what he means. 
Panic rises like a tide in my throat. "David, you don't mean ... " 
" - Of course I do. I think about it all the damn time. I wouldn't do it if 
there was any other option." His voice is strangled, gripped by a dark current. I 
picture him, swallowed by the darker shadows of his bedroom. Alone. Running his 
fi.ngers over the scars on his arms. 
"Please don't talk like this," I beg. "Listen to me. It's the middle of the 
night. You're - " 
" - I'm done, okay? I feel nothing. It's hopeless." 
I suck in shaking breaths, but the air is poisoned with David's words and 
they seize me, freeze my limbs, my head, my jaw in their places, and my tongue is 
pulling at a response with all its might, but the words are heavy like anvils, stuck 
in the bottom of my throat. 
"God, David, you're scaring me," I sputter. "You don't have to do this, okay? 
I'm here for you. You're my best friend - I'm here for you, I swear - you just can't - " 
David sighs, a lonely wind-chime sound. "You're my best friend, Sarni ... 
but you don't understand." 
"No!" 
"Good-bye, Sarni." 
He hangs up before I can say anything else, and the sudden dial tone 
rings in my ear. For a moment, I sit absolute ly frozen on my bed, but then I realize 
what I have to do. 
"David, hold on. I'm coming over," I mutter. I will not let my best friend 
kill himself. I won't. I'll go to his house and talk to him or something - so what 
if things have been awkward between us lately? I care about him too much to 
ignore him like this. 
David may deny it now, but he needs me to talk him out of this. I know 
him just as well as he knows himself. He doesn't know what he's doing. I'll 
convince him that he doesn't have to make this choice - I have to. 
I jump out of bed and stuff my feet into my slippers - no time for socks. I 
grab my keys on my way out, slamming doors and stomping on the hardwood as I 
leave. I don't care one b it about the noise - my parents can sleep tomorrow. 
It's snowing out. I sprint through the fresh powder to the garage and 
climb into my car, a 1978 Chevy Impala with a spotty paint job and unpredictable 
engine. Thankfully, I rev it up without any trouble, and I pull out of the driveway. 
But then I realize I forgot to put on a coat. Goddammit. Oh well. Shivering, I crank 
the heat to fu ll b last and wrap myself in a sweatshirt lying in the passenger seat. 
David's sweatshirt. I'm still freezing, but that doesn't matter right now. Nothing 
matters except saving David's life. 
As I skid through the icy maze of suburban streets, I press harder and 
harder on the gas pedal. Urgency is chasing m e. Streetlights flash by like glowing 
yellow comets, but I'm sailing faster. I lean forward on the stee ring wheel and grit 
my teeth. I'll make it - I'll be fine - I'll be fine . 
Eyes on the road. Eyes on the road. Left on Sycamore, right on Main. 
One more mile, then turn left on Virginia. Soon I'm driving out of downtown and 
crossing through farmland. The road becomes gravel, and the lights of the distant 
slumbering city soon fade away. 
The cloud-covered night sky presses on me, the only ca r on the road 
for miles. Faster, I think. Faster. Every second that passes could be David's las t. 
Gulping back a sob, I accelerate. 
A figure darts in front of me. 
WHAM! 
I hurtle forward on the steering wheel. The car spins on the icy gravel, 
skidding one, two, three times before stopping. The air bag bursts in my face. 
Sudden stars explode in my mind and whirl out of control, diamonds spinning in 
the blackness. For a moment, I am blinded. 
Then at once, everything is still. 
For a moment, I can't move. What just happened? Did I slip on ice? Did 
I hit something? A dee r? A person? I slowly open my eyes. Strangely, I don't feel 
any pain at all. Pressed by the airbag, I wriggle my fingers and toes. Nothing's 
broken, at least. That's a relief. 
Yet I sense a strange atmosphere - something's not right, I can feel it. It's 
sort of like I'm surrounded by a dreamlike haze, and every sound carries a slight 
echo. I wonder if I'm actually dreaming, or if something wacky happened when 
I hit my head. That would explain why I'm unhurt. But the car, my body, and my 
surroundings feel real to me. So where am I, actually? I don't know what's going 
on. So I stay put in the drivers' seat, wondering what to do next. 
And then, out of the silence, I hear a rattling moan. 
My heart throttles in my chest. I peer out the window. What was that? 
Another moan, louder this time. 
I whip my head towards the noise, but I don't get out of the car. Who - or 
what - could it be? Do I get out? Do I stay inside? But what if it's a person? Oh, 
God - did I hit an actual person with my car? What if I killed them? 
A lone gust of wind howls through the silence, rolling over 
snow-covered fields . 
A voice in the darkness . "Help ... me ... " 
I do not want to get out. No way. I hear the moans, the rattling wind. I see 
the shadows, the shaking trees on the side of the road, dancing like skeletons. But 
aga inst my better judgment, I climb out of the car. As I slam the door shut, I peer 
around the frozen landscape - I don't see anything, at fi.rst. 
Then I step over to the other side of the car, spun out in the middle of the 
road. The right side is dented, and the front bumper is missing, yet the headlights 
shine into the oblivion, facing the direction I came from, the only light for miles. 
I take a few more steps, each one slower and slower, as if bogged by molasses. 
Dread creeps up my chest. 
Suddenly I see him. Not five feet from the car is a man sprawled face-up 
on the snow-covered shoulder of the road, wearing a gray hoodie and sweatpants. 
Thrown across his stomach lays a jagged piece of metal - my bumper? Then I see 
the blood, spilling from his chest and onto the ground. The snow beneath him is 
turning red ... 
Bile rises in my throat, but I press my hand to my mouth and force myself 
to step closer. Wind pounds the man's weathered face. His eyes are closed. He's 
not moving. Is he alive? Slowly, fighting the urge to vomit, I bend down towards 
him. A soft icy breath escapes from his parted mouth. 
He's al ive. But for how long? I begin to feel dizzy. "Oh my God," I moan, "Oh 
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God, oh God, oh God." I'm a broken windup toy, stuck on one mechanical phrase. 
Then I think of David. 
What the hell should I do? My throat begins to constrict as I whip my 
head in a frenzy towards the bleeding man. Then the road to David's house. Then 
back again. David's in danger of ending his life and the man beside me is going 
to bleed to death, or freeze, or both. What now? Where do I go? 
Do I stay with the bleeding man? I can't just drive off and abandon him, 
not in the freezing December night. Not on the side of the road. Not when the 
falling snow buries his helpless body and the snow underneath him is turning 
red. Not when I was the one who hit him with my car. Not when he's dying right 
in front of me. 
But David needs me. I can't leave him. Not after his terrifying words on 
the phone. Not when he teetering on the cliff of hopelessness. Not when we've 
been best friends for seven years. Not when I've always been there for him and 
known how to help h im. 
Time is dwindling for both of them. I need to make a decision, fast. But 
my mind is shrieking at me, and I squeeze my eyes shut, knowing that I need to 
choose who I will save. The most terrible decision of my entire life. I can't save 
both. This much I know. 
But if I don't move, I won't save either of them. 
Don't just stand there, I shout to myself. You need to do something! 
Shivering, I touch my numb cheeks with numb fingers. Daggers of wind 
roll through the night, piercing through the thin cotton of David's sweatshirt and 
whipping my tangled hair in all directions. But I know that the bleeding man feels 
much worse. I crouch down next to him and take a closer look at h is face: close-
cropped black hair, patchy gray stubble. Sagging, wrinkled face, a crisscross of 
frown lines. He's about the same age as my fa ther. 
He looks familiar. But I just can't figure out where I've seen him before, if 
I've even seen him at all. 
With a hesitant hand I reach out and touch his neck. A pulse is there, 
barely beating. But who knows how long he will hold on? 
He stirs. I jump back. 
"Who's this?" he mumbles through pale lips. 
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"Um - it's me. Sarni," I reply, not sure what to say. But secretly, I'm 
relieved. He's talking. That's good. Really good. He's still alive. 
He lifts his head, sees his wound, and his eyes fly open. "Fucking hell, Sarni," 
he coughs, spraying blood on his chest. "Where am I? What the hell happened?" 
"You ... were in an accident," I manage. I look away with guilt. "Car accident." 
His sharp blue eyes, as cold as the icy landscape, dart around our 
surroundings. He takes in the snowy cornfields in the distance, the icy gravel road, 
my car spun out in the middle of it, the spiraling tire tracks in the frost. He tries to 
sit up, but I stick out my arm and hold down his shoulder. "Don't move!" I command. 
Oh, God, what else can I do? My thoughts are spinning, shrieking as 
I whip my gaze around the landscape, searching for something, anything, that 
could possibly help this man. Then, I stuff my hands in the pockets of David's 
sweatshirt and my fingers curl around my phone. My phone. Of course - why the 
hell didn't I think of that? 'Tm calling for help," I tell the man. He closes his eyes 
and groans. 
I push myself up off the ground and stand on shaking legs. I blow on my 
fingers to try to warm them up, then swipe them across the foggy phone screen. 
How could I forget to call an ambulance? That should have been the first thing I 
did. Call an ambulance. Okay. I can do this . 
Wait a minute. If I call for help, the paramedics can help this bleeding 
man, and then I can still drive to David's house and save him. My car's not too 
damaged, just a few dents on the bumper. This will work. If I can somehow stuff 
the air bag back into the steering wheel, I can ... 
The bleeding man groans again. Focus. Focus. I begin to pace back and 
forth beside h im, my veins rocketing with adrenaline. I take a deep breath and 
press nine-one-one on the keypad. 
Suddenly, the man rolls over on his back and throws his arm in front of 
my ankle. It knocks me off-balance. The phone slips from my hand. It tumbles 
into the frosty air, rotating, rotating, rotating, before landing in a puddle of 
freezing slush. 
"No!" 
With a loud cry, I collapse to the ground. I don't care that the snow, 
cold and wet, soaks through my clothes and drenches my skin. Tears freeze on 
my cheeks as I gaze off to where the gravel road meets the horizon. Off in that 
distance is David's house, miles away. Next to me is the bleeding man, whose skin 
is fading to pale gray. "No, no, no!" I sob, over and over again. 
No phone. A spun-out car, whose headlights shine facing the way I came. 
Just me and the bleeding man. Silent snow falling. No one, absolutely no one, can 
save us. I am completely helpless. I am completely alone. 
"Oh, please," wheezes a voice behind me, gravelly and rough. "What the 
hell do you have to bitch about? 
I jump. Then slowly, I pivot to face the bleeding man. "Excuse me?" 
He twists his mouth into what looks like a sneer. Or a grimace of pain - I 
can't tell. With a gaze more chilling than the wind, his frigid blue eyes pierce my 
own. "You heard me," he tries to shrug. "But go on, tell me what problems you 
have right now that are so much worse than mine!" 
His words are harsh and grating. I take a step back, and my slippered feet 
sink into a patch of snow. "Oh, well, I - I don't know," I stutter. "Maybe it's just a 
little traumatizing that I hit an actual person with my car. Maybe I'm a little upset 
that you could, I don't know, die! And there's no way to call for help and - and - " I 
break off, and soon my throat is choked with sobs. 
The man, to my shock, begins to laugh. "Look, I get it," he says, rolling his 
eyes. "Poor Sarni, with a few dents in her car. I feel so terrible for you - you're cold. 
You're alone. And worst of all, your phone is dead." 
"Look," I glance away, "Can you stop - " 
" - You can't even look at me now - can't stand the sight of b lood, I see. 
How inconvenient for you. News fl.ash: you may be watching me suffer but I'm the 
one who's actually bleeding to death. I'm so sorry that my problems are such a 
burden to you. God." 
I watch the snow fall in the yellow beam of the car's headlights, ghostly 
and silent. I don't turn around. He's right, though - compared to him, I have no 
real problems. 'Tm sorry," I mumble. 'Tm just a little freaked out." 
The man snorts. "A little?" 
I shake my head. "Fine. More than that. But I'm better now, I swear." And 
it's true. The initial shock is over. My heartbeat slows its tempo. I take a deep 
breath. My surroundings are settling to stillness - the car, the trees, the road. The 
bleeding man. I force myself to crouch down next to him. 'Tm sorry for hitting 
you with my car," I offer. Pathetic, I know. 
"Don't be," he replies. "I always knew I was fucked, somehow." His chest 
wound is frothing, and hissing snakishly with each breath he takes. I smell alcohol 
on his breath, and notice a fl.ask-shaped bulge in his pocket. 
I slide my gaze over to his torso - did my car bumper slice his heart, pierce 
his lung? How is he still alive? How is he not screaming in pain? I know I would 
be. I touch my own hand to my chest, in the same spot where the man is wounded. 
"How are you so calm right now?" I ask. His words are so casual, yet so 
morbid. I don't like it. There's something about him, too, something that's not 
right. "Who even are you? Whitehill's a small town. I know everyone here. I don't 
know you, not even your name." 
He shakes his head. "Not important." 
"What the hell does that mean, not important? And what am I even 
supposed to think of you? You look like you're homeless. And you're drunk!" 
I shout, slamming my palm on the icy ground. "And what are you even doing, 
wandering out on the road at two a.m.?" 
"I could ask you the same thing." 
Suddenly it all floods back- David's voice on the phone, his fatal words. 
The entire reason I was driving in the first place. Pulling the hood of David's 
sweatshirt over my head, I try to think of how much time has passed since then. 
"David," I moan. "Oh, my God, David." 
"What's that?" says the man, as if I've called him by name. 
"My best friend ... he called me," I explain, crossing my arms over my 
chest . "He's going to kill himself." Tears prick my eyes. The bleeding man says 
nothing, but just watches me with an unreadable expression. "Or maybe ... he 
already has." 
That realization hits me with full force. In that moment, I just can't 
believe that David could do something so awful as ending his own life. But then 
again, I feel like I'm missing something crucial, like there are some parts of him 
that I don't know at all anymore - there's a mismatch between us now, however 
much I try to deny it. I'm at a loss. How had David become such a bitter cynic? 
Whatever happened to shy, sweet, fourth-grade David, the boy I first became 
friends with? 
Ill 
I remember fourth grade. I remember drawing pictures all the time -
and, yes, a lot of kids like art, but while the other kids in my class scribbled on 
the walls and doodled hearts in their margins of their worksheets, I was the only 
one in Mrs. Nelson's class who used a real sketchbook and drew with special 
Prismacolor pencils, the ones that cost me three weeks' allowance. I loved to draw, 
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but none of my classmates did - they liked to play tag in the parking lot and make 
mud pies. And then there was me, the girl who stayed inside at recess by choice. 
During one such recess, I sat alone with my sketchbook and pencils 
spread across my desk. With all the other kids outside, the classroom had fallen 
into that strange state of hushed suspension, like the way dust particles float in a 
sunbeam. Quiet. Soothing. 
I chose a dark blue colored pencil out of my tin and began to shade my 
latest drawing - a girl, on the back of a tiger, prancing through outer space. For a 
few minutes I heard nothing but the crisp strokes of my pencil across the page. 
But then, I heard a faint shuffling behind me, and I realized I wasn't alone. 
Slowly, I turned around, and then I saw him: a boy hunched in his desk two rows 
behind me, wearing too-short jeans and a dingy blue hoodie. A mop of stringy brown 
hair fell over his face as he bent over a piece of paper - was he drawing a picture? 
I was elated - he liked to draw, just like me! - but also angry: who did this 
boy think he was? Didn't he know that this empty classroom was my space during 
recess? I had stayed inside alone every recess since the beginning of the school 
year. It was October now. 
I shut my sketchbook, climbed out of my chair, and marched up to the 
boy. "Who are you?" I demanded. When he didn't answer, I touched him on the 
shoulder, and he finally reacted. 
"Oh! W-what are you doing?" His gaze snapped up, and his eyes startled 
me - giant blue eyes, like two miniature planets, each containing their own world. 
"Who are you?" I repeated. "Are you new?" He nodded. "What's your 
name?" I asked. Hugging my sketchbook to my chest, I said, "My name is 
Samantha Rose Tarring. But everyone calls me Sarni." 
"David," he replied, almost in a whisper. 
A silence settled on us. What a quiet kid, I thought. I've never met 
anyone this quiet. Even I'm not like this - at least I talk to people when they 
ask me questions. Maybe there's something wrong with him. What is he had 
laryngitis? Or...what I his voice box got stolen? No, wait - what if this David was 
actually a robot, sent by an evil dictator to spy on our class? My mind whirled 
with possibilities and I let myself get swept away in my imagination. 
But then David spoke. "What's that?" he asked, pointing to my sketchbook. 
"This? Don't you know? It's a sketchbook. I'm going to be an artist when 
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I grow up." I leafed through the colorful drawings. "It has all my pictures I drew 
myself. You should get one." 
David said, with a touch of sadness, "I wish I had a sketchbook. Then I 
wouldn't lose so many of my drawings." 
I glanced down at the scrap of paper in front of him - he had drawn a boy, 
standing alone in front of a house. I could tell that he was good at drawing, but 
this picture was so ... realistic, so normal-looking. I looked at my own sketch - the 
girl, the tiger, outer space. Unlike David, I never drew normal things, because why 
would I draw something that's already there in real life? For me, no idea was too 
crazy. But David was different, it seemed like. 
I looked at David, his big blue eyes that were too large for his face, who 
only had a small scrap of wide-ruled paper and a stubby pencil to draw with. 
A funny feeling crept through my chest and, without thinking, I shoved my 
sketchbook into his hands. "You can have mine," I said. I didn't care that I was 
going to lose the drawings already in there. 
"What? W-wow ... I..." stuttered David, picking it up with an open mouth. 
He was shocked, I could tell. "You mean it?" 
I nodded. My chest was suddenly filled with warmth, the kind of feeling 
you get when you drink hot chocolate and it slides down your throat. "You can 
have it," I said. 
A huge smile spread across David's face. "Wow ... thank you. I..." 
He didn't finish his sentence. He didn't need to - I could see it in his eyes, 
so big, so bright, so blue, so eager. He smiled again, and I grinned back as the rest 
of the class filed in from recess. 
And that's how it all started. Every day David and I sat next to each other 
at recess and drew pictures together, sometimes showing them to each other, 
sometimes keeping them private. For me, David was the friend I never knew I 
needed - someone who had something in common with me, someone who didn't 
think it was weird to stay inside. No one else understood our friendship - instead 
of being loud on the playground, we preferred to stay inside, drawing. I let David 
use my Prismacolors and he always took good care of them, too. 
During those recesses, it was mostly quiet. Neither of us minded. But as 
the year went on, I found out more and more about David. His favorite color was 
red, and his birthday was on March seventh, exactly a month after mine. He was 
new here, it turns out; he had moved from Stillwater to Whitehill. His new house 
was actually a block from mine. He lived there with his mom and his dad except 
his dad wasn't around a lot and David didn't tell me why. 
I liked that David and I had the same way of hunching over the desk 
when we were concentrating hard, so deep in our work that nothing from the 
outside would distract us. I liked that he stuck out his tongue when he drew - it 
looked funny and I tried to do it once too, but it just felt weird to me, so I stopped. 
But sometimes David shivered a lot during class because he didn't have 
warm clothes on. I made him wear my coat so that he wouldn't be cold. He forgot 
his lunch sometimes, too, and I always gave him half of my sandwich. The other 
kids in our class liked to throw paper airplanes and spitballs at his head and I 
shouted at them to back off, even though I got in trouble for it. I couldn't help 
it - David was so skinny and pale, like a nervous baby rabbit, and I wanted to take 
care of him. He never seemed to mind. 
Ill 
I stare off into the cold, unforgiving landscape, the clouds rolling across 
the sky. These clouds seem to carry away this memory of the David I used to 
know, the David of the past. And here I am, stranded on the side of the road, 
completely powerless in saving his life. Yet I had been so close ... 
"You know," mutters the bleeding man, "Maybe it's all for the best." 
I whip around to face him. "Are you saying," I growl, "That I should just 
let. Him . Die?" 
"Think about it," he says, his voice echoing faintly. "Your friend must 
have been pretty fucking miserable if he wants to kill himself. You can't even 
imagine. I've been there. Parents never loved me, bullied at school, turned to 
alcohol, all that sob-story bullshit. You hit me when I was wandering out on the 
road - well, I've been wandering all my life, in my own personal hell. Always 
wandering. Suicide, honestly, is the least hopeless option." 
"That's insane - you don't even know David," I scream. But something 
tells me that this mysterious man, whoever he is, somehow does know. It's eerily 
familiar, and it bothers me, like an itch on my back that I can't quite reach. 
Still, the bleeding man's words rip through my veins like poison. "Listen 
- I'm his best friend. There can't be anything in his life that is so terrible, so awful, 
that he wants to kill himself. There just can't!" I cry. 
"No, you listen!" the man thunders. His chest rises and falls rapidly, and 
blood trickles from his pale mouth. "You don't know, and will never know, the 
terror, the suffering, the thoughts so horrifying that they keep you awake at night, 
so many horrible things that you can't describe, things worse than you can ever 
hope to imagine!" His voice drops to a whisper. The electric blue light in his eyes 
fades. "There are some things you don't even tell your best friend, even if you 
wanted to." 
He pauses. 
"And death," he says, "Is the only relief." 
Then, a gust of wind sweeps up clouds of powdered snow and spins 
miniature whirlwinds on the icy gravel road, swirling among the trees, rattling 
their bare branches. 
Ill 
Tree branches, bare in the springtime. My mind jumps back to this past 
April, junior year, when temperatures soared to a record eighty-five degrees, snow 
melted into rivers that flooded the parking lot, and people shed their stale winter 
coats and scarves to soak up the warmth. 
David and I decided to eat outside in the courtyard for lunch at school 
(well, I did, really, and made David come with me - it was so nice out, I convinced 
him, it was a waste to sit indoors in the dingy cafeteria). We sat at a picnic table 
in the shade, but I was already sweating through my t-shirt and my hair stuck to 
the back of my neck. 
"I haven't finished my drawing for class t oday - do you think Mr. Norton 
will notice?" I fretted, unwrapping my sandwich. AP Drawing was my favorite 
class, but it was a lot of work sometimes. 
"Depends if he's hungover or not,'' David grinned. "Which you know he 
will be." In the sweltering air, he seemed unaffected by the heat in a long-sleeved 
gray hoodie and jeans. 
I smirked. "True. Although,'' I considered, "I still might go to the studio 
after lunch and work on it. I'm thinking about submitting it to my portfolio for 
MCAD." I really was proud of this latest drawing, a surrealistic self-portrait done 
in pencil, in which the left side my face looked real but the right half dissolved 
into a forest scene - the lines of my face became tree branches, my hair turned 
to leaves. Even years later, I still preferred to create dreamy and whimsical art -
Salvador Dali was my inspiration. David, however, had always been more of 
a realist. 
"Wow, you want to go to MCAD? Please, tell me more." David rolled his 
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blue eyes, but his tone was light. He unwrapped a granola bar and took a bite. His 
hands were covered in pen. 
"Shut up - you know it's my dream school." I had been obsessed with 
going to Minneapolis College of Art and Design since freshman year. "You should 
go there too." 
"I hadn't really thought about it." 
I swallowed the bite I was chewing and sat up straight. "Seriously! You 
could do it. You would so get in. Remember, you won the county art contest last 
year? With that drawing of Moose Lake? We could go school together. It'll 
be great." 
Honestly, I had never even considered my future without David in it. We 
had been inseparable since fourth grade, and I always assumed that we would do 
everything together, even after we graduated, because that's what we had always 
done. We'd go to school together and rent a quirky little apartment in downtown 
Minneapolis and have our art displayed side-by-side at fancy galleries. 
"I'll think about it," David said, although I knew he wouldn;t. I didn't 
worry, though - I'd convince him to apply eventually. 
"It'll be great," I repeated. "Except I still have to convince my parents to 
let me even go to art school. They want me to get a degree in something "useful," 
whatever that means. I love them and all, but sometimes they're the worst. Like 
they don't care for my own happiness. They must hate me or something." 
David's mild expression suddenly turned sour. "God, exaggerate much? 
Maybe you should go to drama school instead." 
I crinkled my eyebrows together. H is tone had shifted from joking-
sarcastic to mean-sarcastic. His head was down now, and his shoulders were 
slumped. Had I said something wrong? "Are you okay?" 
"I'm fme." 
Clearly, he was not. What was he not telling me? He always told me 
everything, or at least I thought he did. I pushed away the possibility that he was 
hiding something from me and instead tried to probe a bit more. "No, you're not," 
I said. 
David sighed and folded his hands in front of him, pulling down the sleeves 
of sweatshirt over his knuckles. A sheen of sweat had formed on his forehead but he 
didn't try to wipe it away. "Fine," he snapped. "If you want to know, my father's back." 
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I sucked in a breath. I knew David had never been on the best terms 
with his father, from the way he always refused to talk about him, but I had never 
known why, and had stopped asking after a while. It was hard, though - David was 
my best friend, and best friends always told each other everything, and I simply 
wanted to help. "He was in rehab or something, right?" That much I knew. 
"Not anymore." 
"So he's home now?" 
David glared at me with icy blue eyes. "No, in outer space. Where else 
would he be?" 
I held up my hands, stung by David's viciousness. I felt my cheeks 
turning red. He had never acted like this before. "I was just asking, okay?" 
He shook his head, blinking rapidly. "Sorry," he muttered. I didn't expect 
him to say anything else, but then, all in a rush, he continued: "It'll be the same 
old bullshit with him, that's all. I'll come home from school today, and he'll yell at 
me for something, I know he will. If he thinks that I even look at him wrong, he'll-" 
David swallowed and put his hands over his mouth. 
"He'll what?" I asked. 
David shook his head again. "Never mind," he snapped. He s tood up from 
the table and swung his backpack over his shoulder, pushing up his sleeves. "I'm 
going to the studio. Don't follow me." 
"But - " I began, but he was already gone. 
Now I was alone in the courtyard. I rested my head on my hands. I 
thought about David pushing up the sleeves of his sweatshirt, exposing his arms 
to the unseasonably warm April sun as he stormed away from me. A fl.ash of pale 
skin. A crisscross of red scars. A patchwork of purple bruises. 
"My father's back." 
Ill 
Back in the present, another frigid gust of wind howls in my ears as I 
stand on the side of the road. Tears sting my eyes and I gasp. His father. I can't 
believe that David hid this from me. After all these years. 
But then I think of how David never let anyone touch or hug him, how 
even if I accidentally brushed his arm he jumped back as if electrocuted. How 
he rarely invited me to his house, except when his father was gone. How his 
eyes, saddled with bags, were always cast to the floor. How did I not make the 
connection? How could I have been so blind? 
"Why didn't he tell me?" I moan, covering my face with my hands. "I can't 
even imagine ... oh my God. His father? How ... why did he ... oh my God." My hands 
begin to shake and I sink to the ground, curling my legs up to my chest. "He 
never told me ... " 
"Oh, he wanted to. I've been there," says the bleeding man. "But it 
was impossible." 
"Impossible how? He never told me .. .I could have done something. Or...he 
could have told a teacher, guidance counselor, called the police, anything!" 
The bleeding man briefly closes his eyes and folds his blood-caked hands 
in front of him. "It should be that easy, shouldn't it? What would happen, though, 
if he told someone? Think of the investigations. Child Protective Services. Think 
of David's father. H ow fucking enraged he'd be when he found out." 
"But ... he deserves it." 
The bleeding man's eyes blaze with icy fury. "Of course he deserves it! 
You think I don't know that? But it's complicated. Maybe David's father would be 
thrown in prison, but maybe he wouldn't. Either way, the secret's out. David's private 
torment would become public gossip. Classmates would whisper and stare. He'd be 
the kid with the abusive dad and nothing else. He'd feel even more ashamed." 
"But that's nothing compared to - " 
" - Think of David!" snarls the man. "Wouldn't you be terrified that your 
father would come back and hurt you even worse? And then, wouldn't you feel 
guilty about turning in your own father, because deep down, though you'd never 
admit this to anyone, however twisted it may be, you still love him?" He takes 
a deep, rattling breath. "It gets even more complicated, more than I can ever 
describe. You wouldn't understand, anyway." 
"But - " 
" - No one understood. No one, no matter how much they tried, ever 
knew exactly how he felt, what he was going through. Look," he wheezed, his voice 
tumbling through the air, "He was probably appreciative that you tried to help, 
but even sadder that your help wasn't enough. Not enough to keep him from his 
fust suicide attempt." 
"What?" I gasp. "How did you know about that?" 
He pauses, eyebrows furrowing, and shrugs. "Whitehill's a small town. 
Everyone's obsessed about these kinds of things. Gossip is wildfire. It's sickening, 
really. I remember it well, and I don't even consider myself to be a part of this 
town. Never have." 
Suddenly the man breaks off, doubling over and wrapping his hands 
around his knees. He closes his eyes, and he's entered another world, it seems 
like, as if I and the elements around him have disappeared. 
"Isn't it horrible, when you try to make yourself disappear, how you 
become the center of attention?" he mutters to himself, grimacing. "How you're 
just a speck of dust when you're alive, but then people suddenly act like they 
care? They think they know what's best for you. Why do they even bother? Just 
leave me alone!" 
His raw shouts echo across the landscape. His pain, seeming to transcend 
the physical, is terrifying to witness. I back away. I close my eyes. 
How could I forget that night? 
Ill 
July seventh. Evening. The door to David's house was unlocked, so I 
stepped inside to the foyer and kicked off my shoes. I made my way towards the 
basement, my steps creaking across the floor. "David?" 
It was strange - even though I had been friends with him for so long, 
I had rarely been to his house. I'd long ago accepted that David, for whatever 
reason, wanted to keep his home life separate from the rest of it, and knew it was 
no use asking. But tonight, he had randomly texted me, saying that h is parents 
were gone and that I should come over. It had been a few weeks since I've actually 
seen him. 
I entered the basement, surveyed the unfamiliar surroundings - the worn, 
stained couch, facing a flickering TV on the infomercial channel. A dusty piano in 
the corner, next to an antique liquor cabinet and a small black safe. 
"Oh, Sarni, you're here." David emerged from the hallway, wearing his 
gray sweatshirt like always, and made his way to the liquor cabinet. He took out a 
bottle of vodka, opened it, and brought it to his mouth, grimacing the whole time. 
Then he offered the bottle to me. 
I stared at him, incredulous. "Since when do you drink?" 
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"A few months." David took another swallow, squeezing his eyes shut 
and shuddering. 
A twinge of the strangest feeling - panic? Unfamiliarity? - Butte red 
through my chest. I didn't like it at all. I sat down on the couch and tossed my 
phone on one of the plaid cushions . "It looks pa inful." 
"That's the point." 
"But why?" I asked. 
David whirled a round, his eyes narrowing to defensive slits. "Why do you 
care?" he snapped. 
I held up my hands. "I was ju st asking." 
David sank down on the couch next to me, capping the bottle and 
tossing it between his hands. He sighed and sank deeper into the cushions, like 
a de flating balloon. "Sorry," he said. A lock of dark hair fell like a curtain over h is 
eyes. "I'm just tired." 
I shook my head. "It's fme," I reassured, m ore for myself than fo r him. "But if 
you wanted me to come over tonight just to get drunk with you, I'm not doing that." 
I hated this tension, which had grown so much that I felt neither of us 
could ignore it. But I tried to anyway. "Never mind about that," I urged, trying to 
change the subject. "What do you want to do? We could draw." It was all I could 
think of - wheneve r David an d I were togethe r, we were typically in the a rt studio 
a t school, working on our projects side-by-side. Art was comfortable. Art had 
always been something we both knew. 
I had begun to take my sketchbook out of my bag when David said, "I 
don't want to draw." 
I paused. "Okay," I said. "Maybe later." 
David shook his head. "Sarni, you don't understand. I've quit art." 
I froze. "What?" 
This couldn't be happening. A rug was being pulled from under my feet. I 
felt betrayed, like the day my parents sat me down and told me Santa Claus didn't 
exist anymore. I was naked. Vulnerable. Cheated. How could this happen? 
"You heard me." 
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I thought about elementary school, when David and I would sit side by 
side in our desks, a pile of Prismacolor pencils scattered between us. Pages and 
pages of drawings, s tacked so h igh inside our desks that we couldn't close the 
tops. And now all those pages, all those years, cast into the wind, blowing away. 
"But why?" 
David shrugged, h is icy eyes burning the coldest glare. "I just don't want 
to. You wouldn't understand." 
"But you've been doing it so lon g!" I clutched my sketchbook to my 
chest. "You're an amazing artist- you can't just quit." 
"Who says I can't? It's my choice." 
I sat up on the couch and faced him. "You don't know what you're doing. 
What about college? What about MCAD? We talked about this. We had a plan -
we were going to go the re togethe r, remember? We were going to get away from 
Whiteh ill, fi nally." To my horror, tears began to sting my eyes. 
"You had a p lan. Not we." David yanked off the cap of the bottle and took 
a long gulp. Scowling, he continued: "You always assume that I'm going to do all 
these things you come up with, but it's not happen ing." 
"But - " 
"-Sarni. J ust s top." 
"No," I snapped, standing up from the couch . I tore the vodka bottle out 
of his hands. "Something's wrong. You're different now. I don't know when, but 
somehow you've turned in to a d ick and you won't tell me why. And now you've 
given up art?" My voice shook and I closed my eyes. I couldn't bear to look at my 
best friend. "Who a re you?" I whispered. 
David suddenly stood up to face me. Once a foot shorter, he was now a 
full head taller than me. "Get real. We're not kids anymore. Did you really think 
we'd stay the same forever? Guess what: people grow up. And I've grown u p, bu t 
clearly you're still the same controlling bitch ." 
I gasped. "David - " 
" - Just stop." 
My stomach dropped and it felt like I was desperate ly t rying to hold onto 
something that no longer existed - like I was hanging for dear life onto a rope 
that wasn't t ied to anything. I was falling. 
I thought back to a paradox I had read, a long time ago: if a ship sails 
across the ocean, and all of its parts are replaced over its voyage, is it still the 
same ship when it lands on the opposite shore? 
How much had David changed? How much of the old David remained? 
David's dark voice interrupted my though ts. "You should leave," he said. 
I met his gaze, searching one last t ime for something to hold onto, and I 
recognized nothing. 
I blinked back tears. "Fine." 
I turned to gather my backpack and leave, but David g rabbed my a rm. 
"One more thing," he growled. He yanked the bottle of vodka out of my hands. ''I'll 
be needing this." 
Without looking at h im, I climbed slowly u p the basement steps. I tried 
to tell myself that I didn't care, that David could do whatever the hell he wanted. 
So what if he was quitting art? So what if he was now an alcoholic? So what if he 
was no longer the same person I became fr iends with? 
But I just couldn't shake it. Something was wrong with him, no matter 
how much he tried to deny it. I reached the top of the stairs, saw the dark shadows 
moving across the foyer, and realized that I could n't leave him alone. Not tonight. 
I didn't care that I was doing exactly what he was telling me not to do. 
David was going to be pissed, but I didn't care. He was my best friend, 
and I was going to stay with h im even if he didn't want me there. Because what 
kind of friend would I be if I le ft him when he needed me most (even if he didn't 
know it)? 
So I returned to the basement and laid down on the length of the couch 
- I'd just sleep here tonight. Covering myself with a b lanket, I let my heavy eyes 
wander to the flickering television screen, and eventually I fe ll asleep. 
In the middle of the n ight, I was jolted awake from a loud sound coming 
from the hallway. Wiping my eyes, I rolled off the couch, my body drowsy and stiff 
from the ha rd cushions, and shuffled over to invest igate. 
The bathroom light was on, but the door was closed. 
And when I opened the door, I screamed. 
David. On the floor. 
Sleeping p ills. An empty bottle. 
I screamed again a nd dove to his side, wide awake now. All thoughts of 
our fight flew from my mind. "David, David! Oh my God ! Wake up!" I slapped h is 
face, shook h is shoulders, but nothing worked. H is head lolled to one side, and his 
tongue dangled limply out of h is mouth. His hand clutched the bottle of vodka. 
I sprung from the cold tile, blood rushing to my feet . I felt like I was 
going to vomit. I dove for my p hone, which had fallen off the couch in the middle 
of the night. With shaking hands, I dialed nine-one-one. 
"Help - my friend - he's in the bathroom - he's not waking up - " 
The dispatcher said, "Where is your emergency?" 
"Um - "David's address. What was h is address? Think! "163 Sylvia Street. In 
Whitehill. But the re were pills - he swallowed pills - please he lp, he won't wake up!" 
My hands shook as I sobbed, and suddenly I dropped my phone, where it 
clatte red to the floor. All I remember after that was crying into my hands, hoping 
to d rown in my tears, because my best friend was d ead, o r almost dead, and all I 
knew for certa in was that he wanted to be dead, and that I couldn't help h im. 
Ill 
"You couldn't help him," says the bleeding m an. "Sure, you called the 
paramedics. Sure, they rushed h im to the hospital and pumped his stomach. Sure, 
his life was saved, but his d ignity was lost. For once, he was in control of his life 
and you pulled him back into the hell he was living." 
"As if I'm just g oing to stand there when my best friend is unconscious 
on the floor," I snap. The wind howls loudly, nearly d rowning out my words. "But 
how long had he known he was going to kill himself? And why did he invite me 
over? Did he want me to find h im?" I pause. "How could he do this to m e?" 
I rem ember, in the weeks afte rward, feeling som ething I had never felt 
towards David before: anger. How could he be so twisted that he would let me find 
him on the fl oor like that? What kind of a pe rson would do that? I filled pages 
and pages with my confusion, ang ry red and black slashes, jagged lines, drawings 
without focus, without beauty. 
And the entire time, I hated myself for hating him. Because he was my 
best friend, and I could never ignore tha t. "Was I supposed to just let him die?" 
I say. 
J agged shadows, from the tree branches, cross the man's face. His 
chest rises and falls, quicker and quicke r. "When you see som eone suffering," he 
wheezes painfully, "Would you want him to suffer more?" 
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"It's not like that." 
The bleeding man shakes his head. "You don't understand." 
"What don't I understand? I'm David's best friend - even if I didn't know 
anything about his life, which I don't, I know so much more than you. You don't 
know David. What are you trying to say to me? You don't even know me!" 
The man closes his eyes and turns his head away. "I do know you, more 
than you realize." 
"So now you're speaking in riddles? Great." 
"You don't understand." 
I stand up and tower over him, stomping my foot on the icy ground. "I'm 
so sick of you saying that - 'You don't understand. You don't understand.' So make 
me understand!" . 
The man pierces me with those blue eyes, bright and haunting and 
familiar. "Think of two a .m." 
"What?" 
"At two a .m ., everything is dark, no matter where you go. Every street, 
every corner. The last of the stragglers are heading home. Everyone's asleep, 
d ead asleep. They don't pay attention to you. They don't want to be disturbed. 
They don't know about the nightmares that enter your mind in the dark and quiet 
night. At two a.m., all you can do is lay in bed and sta re at the ceiling. No one can 
hear you speak. No one can hear you cry. The lights are off. No one can see your 
personal hell through the windows of your eyes." 
He pauses. 
"For m e, for David, every single minute felt like two a.m." 
Wind and snow pelt my face. "That doesn't help," I moan. My legs quake 
and I fall on my knees, scraping my hands on the rough ground. "Nothing helps. I 
don't understand. I try and try and try, but why can't I make things better?" 
I choke on sudden tears and cover my eyes. My cheeks are numb, my 
ha nds are numb, and my mind is numb, my heart is numb. "I don't know what 
David needs ." 
The man says, "Look at him. Look at his life." 
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I stare at the bleeding man. "I know, b ut ... " 
"What will happen if David lives tonight?" coughs the man. "He 'll be hurt 
by h is father, by others as well. He'll grow up. He'll leave Whitehill with a Rask 
in his pocket. Since hurt is all he knows, he'll hurt the people in h is life, just like 
those who have hurt him. He'll wander. He'll wander a ll his life. He 'll be alone, 
wandering on the road in the dead of night, in the dead of winte r. Always a lone. 
Always wand ering." 
"I don't want any of that," I sob. "I just want David to be okay." 
"And he will be." Blood trickles out of the bleeding ma n's lips. "He has to 
do this. You've done all that you could." 
I reach out and touch the m an's fo rehead. H is skin is waxy and b lue now, 
and his breaths are rattling fas ter and faster. "All that I could," I repeat softly 
He gasps, his weathe red face twisted in pain. "Sarni, it's time to let him go." 
Then the bleeding man closes his eyes and lays his head down on the 
snow. Blood froths and congeals on his ch est, rising a nd fall ing faster an d faster. 
His ope n mouth lets out a s ingle puff of a ir, a nd then he is still. 
My m outh quivers, a nd I le t my hand fall fro m his forehead. He's dead. 
He's gone. 
He's dead, he's gone, and I couldn't save him. 
I begin to weep. Silently, no wails, no groans, no cries, just the pure march of 
tears sliding down my cheeks, spilling into the snow. A moment of suspended stillness. 
Then, my shoulders begin to tremble, and soon I'm sobbing, harder than I 
ever had in my life. I cry for the b leeding man, who was to rtured for so long, who I 
tried to help but could do nothing to save. 
I cry fo r David, who suffere d so m uch and wh o I couldn't save e ither. But 
now, I realize that I no longer wish for David to stay alive - now, I wish that his life 
had been better in the first place, so that he never would have had to contemplate 
death as an escape. 
And still I cry for our outgrown fr iendship, which was once so s trong. 
We had been best friends once in a simpler time, when all we needed was pencil 
and paper. But I don't understand anything about him a nymore, and I hadn't 
understood h im for a long time, no matter how much I tried. H is mind is a 
mystery; we have nothing in comm on. I should have realized th is earlier, when 
all of our recent conversations always cycled back to the past, the same old rut 
of homework and lack of sleep. Always about the past, the stale past. We were no 
longer bound by the connection we once had. The past was over now. 
I peer upward, at the dark clouds shifting silently through the velvet 
sky. They uncover the moon, which bathes the surrounding f:telds in whiteness. I 
squint and shield my eyes from the sudden glow. 
Lights in my face, burning ha rsh and bright and blinding. I close my eyes, 
but I can feel their heat on my skin as they come closer, closer, closer... 
I open my eyes. 
Something's differe nt. I'm no longer standing on the side of the road, but 
I'm still sitting in my car, the exploded a irbag pressed against my face. I squint at 
the glowing numbers on the dashboard: 2:46 a.m. 
"Miss, are you all right?" Who is that? 
I try to shove the air bag away from my body and open the car d oor, 
but I'm stuck. I groan and rub my hands on my forehead - I have a pounding 
headache and my nose feels tender, as if it's been broken. "God, what happened?" 
I groan. 
"Can you hear me?" A f:tgure approaches the door, and I wipe off a circle 
of frost on the window with my sleeve. There stands a man, tall and bearded, 
wea ring a fur-lined hat and parka. I recognize him as Whitehill's snowplow driver. 
What is he doing here? 
He taps on the g lass. "Are you all right?" 
I nod, the n instantly feel nauseous. My head feels too heavy for my body. 
But I have to get out. I have to know what's going on. I unlock the car and push 
open the door, and the s nowplow driver holds out his a rms as I stumble out and 
nearly collapse to the ground. 
"Whoa, calm down. You're shaking." He lifts me up, sheds his parka and 
drapes it on my shoulde rs as I hug my arms to my chest, teeth chattering. "Let's 
get you warmed up." H e puts a mittened hand on my shoulder and guides me in 
the direction of the snowplow - wait, a snowplow? 
middle of the road. 
The b leeding man. Where is he? 
I break away from the man's grasp and run to the other side of the road. 
"Miss - wait - where are you going?" 
But I ignore h im. I frant ically scan the shoulder of the road, but there's no 
bleeding man, just the lone body of a deer, crumpled and bleeding from a gash on 
its side. A jagged piece of metal - the bumper of my car? - lies next to it. 
"Where is he? Where is he?" I cry, covering my face with my hands. "He 
was right there!" 
"Who are you talking about?" says the snowplow man. "Is anyone else 
here? Is he hurt?" 
I point to the deer. "He was right there! Right there!" 
The man shakes his head and begins to walk me to the snowplow. 
"There's no man the re. Just the dee r. You must have hit it with your car. Come on 
- you need to get inside." 
But he was there, I know he was. He was there, in his stained gray 
sweatshirt and ice-blue eyes, lying in the snow, wounded in the chest. He was 
there, talking to me, talking to me about Dav id. The things he knew, the things he 
talked about, were real. They had to be! 
Wait. Does this mean that David ... is he ... 
"David? Are you still there?" I shriek, fumbling in my pockets. I f:tnd my 
phone and pound the screen with my f:tngers, but it won't turn on. "David? Is he okay?" 
The man opens the passenger side door to the snowplow truck and 
lifts me inside. Suddenly, I am surrounded by warmth, so much that it burns my 
cheeks, and my hands begin to smart as they thaw. I wring them together as the 
man turns up the heat full-blast, reaching in the back seat for blankets. 
As he tucks them around me, he says, "Are you warming up? Are you 
hurting anywhere?" I shake my head, m ind whirling. He peers at my face, then 
continues gruffly. "Looks like you have frostbit e, though, on your ears. Nose looks 
The snowplow sits, motor running, on the side of the road, with the broken too." 
headlights glowing harsh and bright in my face. The lights. I whip my head across 
the landscape - same g ravel road. Same snow-covered f:te lds. Same skeleton trees. "I called the police, too," he continues. "They should be on their way." 
I glance behind me - same spiral tire t racks that lead to my car, spun out in the 
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I nod, not really listening. Instead I stare at the side of the road, at my car, 
smashed in the front, at the deer broken beside it, illuminated by the headlights 
of my car. 
After a few minutes, flashing lights approach us, and a squad car pulls 
over on the edge of the icy gravel. A female officer steps out of it, her badge 
gleaming in the shadows as she steps up to the snowplow and knocks on the 
driver's side window. 
"We got your call," says the officer, who is wrapped in a navy scarf and 
navy coat. She peers over at me. "Are you Samantha Tarring?" I nod. 
She turns to the snowplow driver. "You did the right thing, keeping her 
warm." With a quick glance at me, she says, "Although she will need to go to the 
hospital to get treated for minor injuries. I'll take her from here." 
The officer shakes the snowplow driver's hand and she helps me out of 
the snowplow truck and into the back of the police car. I'm still wrapped up in the 
snowplow driver's parka and blankets, and as soon as I'm seated I begin to nod off. 
The officer s teers the car onto the road. Through my sleepy state, I hear 
the sound of the scanner, bits and pieces of static-laced conversation. 
" .. .Ten-fifty-six .. .! repeat, we have a ten-fifty-six ... " 
" ... One-sixty-three-Sylvia ... " 
I bolt upright. That's David's address. 
" ... male, late teens ... " 
" ... bedroom ... chest wound .... " 
" ... handgun ... " 
My eyes widen. "David," I whisper. The officer doesn't hear me. 
Even though I had known it was going to happen, the realization still 
crashes over me. He's gone. He's really gone. I expect to start sobbing. I expect 
my tears to corrode my skin, melt my body into nothingness. I expect the moon 
and stars to fall to the earth. I expect devastation, because my best fri end is dead, 
gone forever, dead forever. 
But none of that happens. 
Instead, numbness spreads from my temples. Incredibly, a tightness in 
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my chest, tension I hadn't realize existed, unravels my heart. I take a deep breath -
I'm lighter somehow, lighter with the strangest sense o f relief. 
I press my forehead against the warm glass of the car window and stare 
at the hills. The quiet fields roll past, like an ocean frozen in time. In the distant 
horizon, the edge of the earth touches the sky, and this is where the problems of 
the world are carried away, where the souls of the suffering a re lifted by the stars, 
where burdens evaporate. 
I think of tonight, racing over in my car to save my best friend. And 
as hard as I've tried, I've now accepted that his death, as awful and twisted and 
confusing as it sounds, was inevitable. It was nothing that I did, or didn't do, 
except failing to see that David knew what he wanted all along, even if I did not. 
And I would never know. 
I think of the strong bond David and I once had, the bond that had 
gradually crumbled and was now being swept away by the gusts of wind. 
I think of the accident, the bleeding man, the frenzy, the panic, the 
terrible choice I thought I would have to make. 
From the beginning, I had realized that I couldn't save both David 
and the bleeding man. Now, I know that I couldn't have saved either of them. I 
couldn't have saved our friendship. There was never a choice for me. There was 
never a choice for David. 
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